
' The hijtorj ; ' 

lie Rand to day for thee and me andTroy, 

7 Toil. Brother, you haue a vice of mercy in you. 

Which better fits a Lion then a man. * 

Hector. What vice is that ? good Troyltu chide mce 
for it. 

Troyl. When many times the captiue Grecian falls,. 

Euen in the fanne and winde of your f'aire fword- 
You bid them rife and liue. 

HeB. O ?is fibre play. 

Troyl. Foolcs play by heanen Hetlor. 

Heel. How now ? how now ? 

Troyl. For th’ioue of all the gods 
Lets leaue the Hermit Pitty with our Mother,, 

And when we haue our armors buckled on. 

The venomd vengeance ride vpon ourfwcrds. 

Spur them t& ruthfull worke,raine them from ruth. 

Hell. Fie fauage,fie. 

Troy. Hetlor then l is warres. 

H ‘ -ch Troylm I would not haue you fight to day; 

Troyl, Who (hould with-hold me ? 

Not fate,obediencc,nor the hand of Mars, 

Beckning with fieiie trunchion my retire. 

Not Priamm and Hecuba on knees. 

Their eyes ore-galled with recourse of teares, 

Nor you my brother, with your true fword drawn?, 

Oppofd to hinder me,fhould flop my way, 

Enter Priam and Caffandra. 

(aff.T.zy hold vpon him, Priam hold him faff,. 

He is thy crutch •: now if thou loofethy flay. 

Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee. 

Fall all together. 

'Priam. Come HeUor.come, go back. 

Thy wife hath dreamt, thy mother hath had vifione, 
fijfan'lra doth forefee,and I my felfe. 

Am like a prophet fuddenly emapt, 

To tell thee that this day is ominous i. 

There- 
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ofTrojlus an A Crejjfeida . 

Therefore comeback. 

Hec. eA^ncas is a field, 

A td i do UandjCngagd to many Gteekes, 

Euen in the faith of valour to appeare. 

This morning to them. 

•Priam 1 but th° u R 13 ' 1 ROt 
Wee. I muff not bi eakemy faith. 

You know me dutifidl therefore deeve fir. 

Let me not (hone re-ped^buc giue me leaue 
To take that courfe by your confent and voice, 

Which you do he re forbid me roy ail Priam. 

Caff. O Priam y eeld notto him. 

And, Do not dee. e father. 

Hec. ^Andromache l am offended with you, , 

Vpon the lotre you beare me get you in. Exit Andrew. 

Troy. This foo iffi dreaming lupcrffmous fcirie. 

Makes all thefe bodements. 

faf. O tare well deere Hector. 

Looke how thou d/’eft looke how thy eye turtles pale, 
Loi'kehow thy wounds do bleed at many vents, 

Harke how Troy roareshow Hecuba cries out. 

How poore Andromache fhrils her dolour* foorth. 

Behold deftiu&ion.frcr.zie, and amazement. 

Like witleffe antique* one another m«te. 

And ali crie Hector, Hectors dead.O Hector. 

Car. Farewell, yet loft .* Herfsrltakemv leaue. 

Thou do ff thy felfe and all our Troy dccesue ? 

Hec. Youttmunaz.’ d my 1 ege,at her cxc.aime, 

Goe in and cheere the towne,. 

Week forth and fight, . 

Do deeds worth praifc.and tell you them * tn, f 

Priam. Farewell, me gods with iafetteftan^outdiee. 

Troyl. They are at it harke, proud Darned beleeue. 
Icometoloofemy atme.or w nine my ffeeue. 
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